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good-humour, he reflected, was all because he had
seen Sylvia drive out of Stanhope Gate! He thought
himself extremely lucky; how many men after
twenty years of marriage could say as much? He
was almost reconciled to being in London; he be-
gan to enjoy the sensation of all this life streaming
round him; and, leaning over the railings, he
watched an escort of Household Cavalry come trot-
ting round the bend on their black horses, their
accoutrements shining and jingling, their scarlet
tunics brilliant gbove the immaculate pipe-clay of
their breeches. A young officer rode with them,
his sword sloped across his shoulder; Lord Roe-
hampton recognised Sebastian. Nice boy, that, he
thought; nice boy; and he sighed, for he had no
son.

It was inconvenient for Sylvia that "Sebastian's
summer" should coincide with her daughter's
coming-out. She had wondered whether she could
invent any excuse to delay this ceremony by a year,
but failed to find one: Margaret was eighteen and
everybody knew it, and with all her daring Lady
Roehampton was too well trained to break through
the convention that a girl on the completion of her
eighteen years was ripe for the feast and battle of
the world. She would as soon have attempted to
alter the date of Christmas. So she sighed and
resigned herself. Nevertheless she was determined
that Margaret should inconvenience her as little
as, possible, while preserving every appearance